is its home. Ih times to come, all that is perfect in the
world will find its home with us. No one values beauty
as we do/                            *
I-wan did not answer. t|e never answered Shio. It
was true that he had never seen anyone eat and drink
beauty as Shio did. He did seem actually to feed upon
the porcelains and the ivories, the paintings and the tapes- <
tries which he loved. When he was tired, and he was easily
tired, for he worked long hours and ate little and was a
small thin man by nature, if he sat for a while caressing
a jade or a smooth pottery bowl or a bottle vase, a sort of
peace came over him and he looked stronger, as though he
had been fed. In the palm of his hand he held continually
a piece of old white jade, oily smooth with long handling
and as warm as flesh.. When he sat counting and mutter-
ing over his figures, he leaned his cheek upon the hand
holding this jade. He said it kept his head from aching.
I-wan, looking at him with a new curiosity now, saw
nothing in his pallid face of Tama's round cheeks and
healthy looks. Yet they were of one blood, and he must
call Shio brother, and something of Shio would go into
his children, perhaps. Well, he was a harmless man, at
least, and if he went dazed with beauty, there were others
who went dazed for less. This whole country was a little
mad for beauty, I-wan thought. Men so poor they ate
a handful of cold rice for a meal found a few cents some-
how to buy a flower pot and seeds to plant. Tama would
keep his house beautiful with flowers, too, because she
Bad been taught that a room was empty if it held no
flowers.
It was not until the eighteenth day of the next month
that the old matchmaker came back, and I-wan was
beginning to lie half his nights awake, wondering what
had gone wrong. He had all but decided to go himself
and see, when suddenly one night when he went to his
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